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there.    Leggett  came  down  the  steps  into  the
studio.

* I didn't send my name in because I thought
that you wouldn't see me.*

* What do you want? *

Leggett came forward into the firelight.
' I want to talk to you.'
Lampiron turned to the fire.

* Not to-night, I'm afraid.    I'm busy.'
Leggett came further into the room.

* See  here, Lampiron.    I know you hate the
sight of me.    But you shouldn't.    I'm not your
enemy.'

* What  the  hell  do  I  care,'   Lampiron  said,
' whether you're my enemy or not?    It doesn't
matter to me what you are!'

c Well, it might,' Leggett said. ' There've been
funnier things.'

Then he sat down, took a cigarette-case out of
his pocket, lit a cigarette.

Lampiron looked at him as though he would pick
him up out of the chair and throw him into the hall.
But he did not. What did the little swine want?
The evening had been already significant. It should
end significantly,

He stood, the firelight throwing gigantic shadows
of him on the wall, and lowering his head, rather like
an old bull, said:

' What is it?'

Leggett looked at him with admiration. What
strength the old man had!

*  It's very simple,' he said,    c I know a thing or
two and I want you to know what I know/

*  I don't care what you know.'